those mute workmen within thee swept away, when in-
trusive noises were shut out! Speech is too often not, as
the Frenchman defined it, the art of concealing Thought;
but of quite stifling and suspending Thoughts so that
there is none to conceal. Speech too is great, but not the
greatest. As the Swiss inscription says : Sprechen ist
sHbern> Schweigen ist golden (Speech is silvern. Silence is
golden); or as I might rather express it: Speech is of
Time, Silence is of Eternity.

CARLYLE (from Sartor Resartus)

Elected Silence, sing to me
And beat upon my whorled ear.
Pipe me to pastures still and be
The music that I care to hear.
Shape nothing, lips; be lovely dumb :
It is the shut, the curfew sent
From there where all surrenders come
Which only makes you eloquent.
Be shelled, eyes, with double dark
And find the uncreated light:
This ruck and reel which you remark
Coils, keeps, and teases simple sight.
Palate, the hutch of tasty lust.
Desire not to be rinsed with wine:
The can must be so sweet, the crust
So fresh that come in fasts divine 1
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